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What A Girl Wants 


Heather ran one finger along the length of Richie's swollen cock, circling the head before smearing his pre- 


come over his belly. Richie whimpered and arched up into her hand, pulling hard on the handcuffs securing him 


to the bed. 


"So," she asked conversationally, still breathing hard, "do you want to come?" She grinned as his lips parted, 
tongue darting out and running over them. She bent her head and kissed him lightly, pulling away before he 


could deepen it again. "It felt so good when you made me come, baby. Don't you want that too?" 


Richie moaned and wriggled on the bed. "Y.. Yes," he gasped. His chest rose and fell as he breathed heavily, 
arousal sparking through his veins. He'd been kissed awake by Heather, handcuffed to the bed and teased for 
hours for no reason other than that it was her birthday. Not that he minded, not too much, he was just 
desperate to come. And that was the way she liked it, liked to hear him beg. "Heather, please.. | need.. |... Oh, 


God, please... ' 


Heather laughed. "Ok," she agreed. "But on one condition. You're not allowed to come until | say SO, but you 
already knew that, didn't you?" She didn't give him chance to respond, sucking the head of his cock into her 


mouth and swirling her tongue around it. 


"Heather, fuck..” Richie thrust up, hands curling into fists, his legs scissoring as he rocked his hips. 


She pulled the blindfold from his head and met his eyes as she pressed his hips down against the bed, slowly 
taking more of him into her mouth. She gently scraped her teeth along the sensitive skin, before letting him 
drop from her mouth. "You can come now," she told him before taking him fully into her mouth again, sucking 


hard as Richie cried out, tensing and pumping his hips desperately as he came. 


He slumped back against the bed, hair sweaty and sticking to his scalp, breathing hard, a dopey grin spread 
across his face. "Thank you," he whispered. 


Heather smiled at him and dipped her head to kiss him on the lips. Richie relaxed, eyelids sliding closed as he 
waited for her to uncuff him. His eyes flew open when she climbed off the bed and walked towards the 
bathroom. What was going on, he wondered. Normally, his orgasm signalled the end of the session and she'd 
free him. 


"Heather?" He called out, sighing and slumping back down on the bed when he heard the shower start. Shifting 
position to ease the stiffness in his shoulders, he waited for her to finish her shower. "Heather?" He called out 
again as the door started opening. His eyes widened when she walked out. "Wow," he declared. "You look 


amazing." He ran his eyes over her long denim skirt and white leather bustier. 


Heather grinned back at him as she climbed onto the bed, straddling his hips. "Thank you." She dipped her head 
down and kissed him hard, then made a show of looking around the room. She turned back to Richie and raised 
an eyebrow. "Aren't you forgetting something?" She said in a mock-sulky tone. Richie grinned. "Well?" Richie still 
didn't reply and Heather pouted. "Richie..." She whined, bouncing lightly, pout increasing. Richie laughed at her 
sulky expression and pulled on the handcuffs. "Oh." Heather laughed, blushed lightly and leaned forward to unlock 
the cuffs. 


"Thank you," Richie smiled, pulling her down on top of him and kissing her hard, fucking her mouth with his 
tongue. "Happy birthday, Heather.” 


Heather pulled back and met Richie's eyes. "Well?" She asked again. 


Richie laughed and sat up, wrapping his arms around Heather, pulling her on to his lap. He followed her gaze 
around the room. "If you could have anything, anything at all for your birthday, baby, what would it be?" 


Heather narrowed her eyes. "Don't you think it's a bit late to be asking me that?" She grabbed his nipples 
between thumbs and forefingers and pinched them hard, twisting them and pulling them out. Richie yelped, 
arching forward, gasping for breath as twin fires spread across his chest. "You forgot, didn't you?" She 
accused him, pinching his nipples tighter. "You forgot my birthday," tears welled in her eyes. "How could you?" 


Richie grit his teeth against the pain, his fingers curling around her wrists. "Let me finish, baby, please." He 
groaned, tensing again as she released his nipples, feeling flooding back into them. "Of course | didn't forget 


your birthday," he promised, kissed her softly. "I've never forgotten before and I'm not going to start now. And 
I've not forgotten to buy you anything either," he continued before she had chance to interrupt. "You have got 
presents but they're hidden" He paused as she looked around the room again, frowning. "Hidden means only | 
know where they are," he reminded her. "The reason | asked you what you wanted is because we have the day 
together. Alone. And | just thought you might want something... special.” 


Heather sniffed as a few tears slid down her cheek, tears she quickly brushed away. "I'm sorry," she 
whispered. "I just.. | just." She brightened up quickly. "Something special?" 


Richie nodded. "Yeah, anything you want." 
"Anything?" She echoed. "Absolutely anything?" 


Richie nodded again, slower this time, wondering what he was getting himself into. "Absolutely anything," he 


confirmed. 


Heather grinned and flicked her hair back over her shoulder. "For my birthday, | want." she paused and met 


Richie's eyes. "| want Jon!" 

"Jon?" Richie echoed, furrowing his brow. 

Heather nodded. "Yes, Jon. You know, about 5°9, light brown hair, blue eyes... You work with him!" 
"Uhmm... yeah Heather, | know who Jon is, but.. | don't..." 


Heather laughed and rolled her eyes. "You asked me what | want for my birthday. And | told you. | want Jon," 


she enunciated carefully. 
"Oh," Richie's face fell and his stomach sank; he had heard her right after all. "I see." 


Heather grinned at Richie's expression and pulled him close to her, whispering against his lips. "But do you know 
what | want from Jon? | want to see your mouth around his hard cock, want to watch you swallow as he 


comes down your throat!" 
Richie trembled and he kissed Heather hard, whimpering as she trailed her finger around the head of his cock. 


"Thought you'd like that," she laughed, kissing him again to distract him as she slipped a rubber cock ring 

around the base of his cock. "You do, however, stink" She told him, snapping one handcuff around his wrist and 
tugging him to the bathroom. "You need a shower, but this," she ran her fingers over the cock ring, "stays on 
As does this." She pulled the dildo all the way out of his ass and slid it back in slowly, laughing as Richie's legs 


shook, a long deep moan ripped from his throat. 


Heather pushed Richie into the shower unit and attached the free handcuff to a ring in the wall, making sure 


he couldn't reach the shower controls. She turned the cold water on full and stood him under the spray. She 
handed him the soap then leaned in and kissed him. 


"Now you be a good boy, stay here and get nice and clean, and I'll go and phone Jon!" 


Jon kissed Heather on the cheek, wished her a happy birthday and handed her a present and card as she 
opened the door. Heather beamed at him, grabbed his hand and pulled him into the front room. She placed the 


present on the table without even looking at it and pushed the door open, carefully watching Jon's reaction 


Jon's eyes widened; Richie was kneeling in front of the couch, completely naked and sporting a proud erection, 
held hard by a rubber ring around its base. He was looking down, his dark hair obscuring his face. Heather 
called his name softly and he looked up, face flushed in embarrassment to the same shade of red as the large 
ball gag silencing him. A leather dog collar was buckled around his neck, a silver chain dangling down over his 


chest to the floor between his knees. 


Jon met Richie's eyes briefly, then looked away, swallowing nervously, tongue darting out to wet dry lips. "l. 
uhhh... | think | should go," he falteringly told Heather. "l. I'm obviously interrupting... err... something.” 


Heather stepped between Jon and Richie, her arms going around Jon's neck, her body pressing tight against his. 


"You don't have to go," she whispered against his mouth, tongue brushing against his lips before sliding past as 
she kissed him. Stunned, Jon accepted the kiss, neither deepening it nor pushing Heather away. "Richie said | 
could have anything for my birthday. And | want youl" Heather felt Jon's cock hardening against her leg and 
pushed on. "You don't want to make me unhappy on my birthday, do you Jon?" She asked, pulling back and 
searching his face. She laughed softly at the arousal obvious in his dilated blue eyes and leaned forward to kiss 
him again. "Say no," she whispered in his ear. "And you walk out this door and we'll forget this ever happened. 
Say yes.." She trailed off, her hand sliding down to play with Jon's erection through his jeans. 


Jon whimpered and rocked his hips into Heather's hand. He wrapped his arm around her waist and pulled her 


against him, crushing his lips to hers. 


Breathing hard, Heather pulled back and grinned at Jon, nodding slowly. She took a step backward and, without 
taking her eyes from Jon, crouched down and picked up the silver chain, tugging Richie awkwardly to his feet 
as she stood up again. Wrapping the chain around her wrist, she grabbed Jon's hand in her own and pulled both 


men into the bedroom. 


Pushing Jon backwards onto the bed, Heather turned her attention to Richie, ordering him to kneel at the side 
of the bed, and looping the chain around the foot of the bed She crouched down next to him and cupped his 
face in her hands; she covered his face with light kisses, running her tongue over his lips, leaving him 
breathing hard, his chest heaving and nostrils flaring with the exertion. Heather laughed quietly and ran her 


tongue up over Richie's cheek, whispering in his ear. 


"You want him, don't you baby? You want to touch him, want to taste him." Richie moaned and nodded. "But 


guess what? l'm having him!" Heather declared, standing up and, fingering Richie's hard cock, pulled away and 


turned her attention back to the bed, and to Jon 


Jon was sitting tensely on the edge of the bed, watching the interplay between Richie and Heather, still feeling 
as though he should get the hell outta there. But there was a part of him that was insistent in wanting to 
know; wanting to know what it felt like to be Richie, wanting to know what Heather was going to do, wanting to 
know Heather. He swallowed heavily as she turned back to him, a grin slowly growing on his face to match hers 
as she pushed him down on his back, straddling his hips as her lips met his. Her tongue forced its way into his 
mouth in a frantic kiss as she started unbuttoning his shirt, before ripping it off and popping open the buttons 


on his jeans. 


Jon gasped and broke the kiss, lifting his hips off the bed as Heather pulled the jeans down his legs, her hands 
rubbing firmly over his skin He moaned and struggled to a sitting position as Heather moved to kneel on the 
end of the bed, slowly unlacing her top. 


"Richie, no! You are not supposed to be staring at the floor." Heather stopped what she was doing, her full 
attention turned to Richie as he lifted his head to meet her eyes, cheeks flushing even redder. "If you don't 
want to watch, you can go back out to the front room and leave me and Jon." she ran her finger down the 
inside of Jon's thigh, giggling as he wriggled against her. ".. Alone, if that's what you want?" She raised an 
eyebrow, waiting for Richie's answer. 


Richie shook his head, taking as deep a breath as possible, forcing himself to watch as Heather slowly stripped, 
running her hands over her breasts, her moans echoing in his ears. Not that watching Heather was hard, he 
reasoned. Making him hard, perhaps, but that was the normal reaction. No, the hard thing was watching her 
touch herself, whilst straddling Jon's lap. Richie moaned low in his throat as Heather ran her hands over Jon's 


bare chest, pushing him back down on the bed. 


She slid down Jon's body, pressing kisses down his chest and stomach as she did, running her fingers along the 
length of his hard cock, one hand wrapping around the base of it, the other capturing a few drops of pre- 


come on her finger, licking it off slowly, laughing as Jon thrust up and moaned loudly. 


“Actually, | have a better idea," Heather decided as she slid off the bed and unhooked the lead from Richie's 
collar, tugging him to his feet and instructing him to get on the bed. "I think you know what to do," She told 
him, removing the gag, kissing him, and then watching as Richie and Jon's eyes locked on each other's. 


None of them spoke, Jon swallowing heavily, his breathing growing harder as Richie shuffled forwards, 
spreading his legs wider as he leaned toward Jon 


Richie squeezed his eyes shut, flexing his muscles against the handcuffs that held his arms behind his back. He 
could feel both Heather's and Jon's eyes on him and blushed harder. He opened his eyes, tongue darting out to 
wet his lips. 


Jon tensed on the bed, looking up and meeting Heather's eyes. "Heather, | don't kn.. oh fuck" Jon trailed off, 


arching up as his cock was engulfed into the warm wetness that was Richie's mouth. "l. uhh... Oh, God!" He 
slumped back against the pillows, fingers curling into fists into the sheets as he fought the urge to thrust up. 
Jon tensed, swearing again as Richie's teeth scraped gently along the underside of his cock, increasing the 
suction, and swallowing until it was all the way down his throat. "Shit... l.. Rich... Fuck.. Oh.." Jon's eyelids 
fluttered closed, his lips parting as he arched up, hands reaching out for, and grabbing Richie's head, fingers 
curling in his hair, holding his head still as he pistoned his hips, coming hard in Richie's mouth. 


He slumped limply back down on the bed, opening his eyes in time to see Richie lick the last of his come from 
his lips. He moaned softly, watching as Richie sat back on his haunches, looking around for Heather. 


Heather stepped forward and pushed Richie back down on the bed, making him lie on his bound arms as she 
straddled his hips, leaning forward to kiss him, one hand reaching out to stroke Jon's leg. 


"Thank you," she whispered in Richie's ear, nibbling on the lobe. "But I've got an idea | think you'll like even 


more" She ran her fingers down his chest before curling them around his cock, pumping it slowly. 


Richie whimpered, thrusting up into her touch, eyes sliding closed. She teased him until he was panting and 
writhing on the bed, begging her to let him come. She was aroused, he could smell it on her fingers, knew she'd 


been touching herself as he'd sucked Jon off, and knowing it turned her on turned him on even more. 
"Heather, please." Richie choked off a moan of loss as Heather sat up, pulling him up with her. 


"Ssshh.." Heather pressed her finger over Richie's lips, raising an eyebrow as his tongue flickered out along her 
skin Turning her attention to Jon, she smiled at his lust-dilated eyes met hers. "It was good, wasn't it, having 
Richie suck you off?" She asked him, watching his cheeks flush with embarrassment again 


Jon swallowed audibly and nodded slowly, eyes darting between Heather and Richie. Her hand was still stroking 
along the inside of his thigh, the other pulling Richie closer to her as she rested her head on his chest, stil 
watching Jon from under hooded eyes. 


Heather nodded and a wide grin grew across her face. She leaned up, whispering in Richie's ear, a matching grin 
spreading on his face. Richie dipped his head and caught Heather's lips, kissing her deeply and quickly, tongue 


brushing over her lips as she pulled back, turning to face Jon again. 
"Since Richie got you off, Jon, | think it's only fair if you return the favour, don't you?" 


Jon's eyes widened and he paled, mouth opening but no sound coming out. He shook his head and closed his 
mouth, tongue darting out over his lips. "l. |... Uh... I." 


"Oh, come on Jon," Heather laughed, leaning closer to him. "It's not difficult, and lim sure you've had plenty of 
blow jobs before so you know what feels good." She dipped her head down, running her tongue along the length 
of his cock before slipping the head between her lips and sucking gently. She sat back up and grinned at the 

look of lust on Jon's face. Glancing back at Richie, Heather's smile grew. "Would it help if Richie sucked you at 


the same time?" She asked innocently. "You could just.. copy what he does." 


Jon opened his mouth to reply, snapping it shut at the sound of a deep moan coming from Richie. He turned to 
face the guitarist, stunned at the look of sheer need on his face. Glancing back at Heather, Jon nodded slowly, 


his own lust starting to stir again. 


Heather's grin grew and she manoeuvred Jon and Richie around on the bed until she was satisfied with the 
positions they were in; a ‘6% with Richie on top and facing Heather. Nodding to herself she pulled a chair and 


was about to sit down to enjoy the show when Richie whispered her name. 
"The cuffs?" He asked quietly, flexing the muscles in his arms. 


Heather raised an eyebrow. "Stay on," she told him, leaning over and laying a sharp smack on his ass. "And you 
know better than to ask," she chastised him quietly, twisting the bottom of the dildo until it started vibrating 
gently. The effect was instant, a whimper torn from Richie's throat as he tensed and arched, hips rolling back 
against the vibrator, then pumping forward deep into Jon's throat, stilling only when the younger man started 
choking. "I was going to let you come," Heather whispered in Richie's ear, slowly pulling the vibrator out, then 


pushing it back in again until Richie thrust back again her. "But now I've changed my mind." 


Richie whined, his head slumping forwards, breath coming in sharp pants. He watched Heather move back to 
face him, her hands on his head. 


"Aren't you forgetting something?" She asked, forcing Richie's mouth open with her fingers and pushing his 
head down, watching as his lips parted and he took Jon's cock down his throat. 


Nodding to herself, Heather sat down in the chair, shifting until she could comfortably watch Richie's head 
bobbing up and down on Jon's cock. His eyes were closed, his nostrils flaring with every breath he dragged in 
Heather slumped down in the chair, spreading her legs farther apart, one hand moving to play with her 
breasts, the other pulling another vibrator from the cupboard and switching it on. 


"Richie," she whispered, meeting his eyes as he looked up. 


Richie's eyes widened as his gaze followed Heather's hand, watching as she fucked herself, speed increasing the 
closer to coming she brought herself. It wasn't long until she tensed in the chair, hips thrusting hard against 
her hand, gasping and moaning as white-hot pleasure lanced through her. The vibrator fell to the floor and she 
pushed herself back to a sitting position, still breathing hard as she watched Richie's talented mouth working 
on Jon's diamond-hard cock until a low groan was forced from Jon 


His back arching up, Jon let Richie's cock drop from his mouth, any remaining embarrassment forgotten as he 
focussed on his own pleasure, on reaching a second mind-blowing orgasm. Wriggling hard, Jon pushed down, 
forcing his cock harder into Richie's mouth, his fingers clenching and unclenching anywhere he could reach; thin 


air, the bed sheet, Richie's ass. 


"Rich... l.. Please.. Oh, Fuck, Please!" Jon knew he was begging, knew he should be ashamed of the way he was 
acting, shamelessly writhing against Richie, fucking his mouth as best he could considering his position. And 
Heather was watching them, watching him. Enjoying herself. Touching herself. Bringing herself off. Jon had 
heard her and the thought sent fresh need coursing through him. His eyes snapped open at the feel of a 
warm soft hand cupping his cheek. He met Heather's eyes, blushing hard as she kissed him softly on the lips. 
The kiss was what sent him over the edge, falling careening headfirst into pure pleasure and he came hard, 


pumping hard into Richie's mouth, feeling the guitarists throat contracting as he convulsively swallowed. 


A sharp slap to his ass told Richie to move and he rolled off Jon and on to the bed, watching from under 
hooded eyelids as Heather and Jon kissed, narrowing his eyes as Jon started playing with Heather's breasts. 
She laughed and knocked his hand away, running her fingers through his sweat-soaked hair and pushing him in 
the direction of the en-suite, slapping his ass as he walked away. She smiled, watching Jon walk away until the 


door was closed, then she turned her attention to Richie. 


She crawled up the bed to where he was lying on his side. Cupping his head in her hands she kissed him hard 
and long, their tongues lazily exploring. As she pulled away, she ran her finger down Richie's chest, giggling at 
the moan and wriggles the small movement elicited 


"Thank you," she whispered, leaning in and brushing her lips over his again. Another guttural moan was Richie's 
response. Heather pulled back slightly to look at Richie; His cock was rock-hard and red, sweat was dripping 
down his face and he was trembling as he struggled to stop himself coming. His eyes were dilated totally black 
with desire, his lips kiss-swollen and parted as he panted each breath. Reaching under Richie, Heather unlocked 
the cuffs from his wrists, rubbing the skin where he'd abraded it struggling against them. She moved them 
around on the bed until they were laying down, Richie on top of her. "Poor baby," she teased, running her 
finger around the head of his cock, and then sucking his pre-come off her finger. "You want to come so badly, 
don't you?" Richie whimpered and nodded, Heather's words hitting him like a red-hot brand, making him tremble 
harder. He could feel his orgasm building in the pit of his stomach, snaking up his spine and he forced himself 
to tamp it down. "Ask nicely," Heather suggested, even as she slid his cock into her. 


Richie tensed, his back arching into a bow. "Heather... Please... Need.. Want... You... Uh... Please!" 


Heather whimpered at the sheer desperation in Richie's tone. "Fuck me, Richie!" She nibbled gently on Richie's 


earlobe, her legs wrapping around his waist, her arms around his shoulders. 


Richie grunted and did just that, slamming his cock hard into Heather, his mouth sealing over hers as their 

tongues danced, their worlds shrinking until nothing existed except their need. The slap of flesh on flesh took 
them over and they were oblivious to everything as Jon came out of the en-suite, rubbing his hair with a 

towel, a towel that was dropped to the floor as he watched them for a few moments before nodding and 


smiling to himself and letting himself out of both the room and the house. 


Disclaimer: 
Jon Bon Jovi, Richie Sambora Heather Locklear are real people, and the events in this story are just that - 
fictional, figments of my sick and twisted imagination. Hell, call it a fantasy if it makes you feel better. 


Whatever. No rumours should be started in regards to any events in these works of fiction. This story is 


written purely for entertainment purposes and no money is being made out of it. 


